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My songs are poisoned. 
How can it be otherwise? 
You poured the poison 
in the blooming life of mine. 

My songs are poisoned. 
How can it be otherwise? 
I keep in my heart snakes 
and you, my lovely darling. 



The earth was greedy 
till the arrival of generous May 
in laughing and smiling of nature, 
only I alone am not glad. 

The flowers sprout, the little bells rejoice 
The birds talk as in the fairy-tale. 
But I do not enjoy their talk. 
Everything is sad for me. 

People annoy me. 



Even I am angry at my friends. 
I am in such moods because 
I am hopelessly in love. 



The blue violets are little eyes. 
The red roses are little cheeks. 
The white lilies are little hands 
that flower and flower forever. 
Only little heart is withered. 



You are a faithful 
helper of my soul. 
You are my solace 
in the fears of woe. 

You gave me a drink and food 

and loaned me money, 
and provided me with clothes 
and with the passport for travels. 

My love! May God protect you 



against heat and cold 
and may he give you big rewards 
for your kindness to me. 



They told you a lot 
in their complaints. 
But they did not unfold 
to you the torment of my soul. 

They behaved overwisely. 
They shook pathetically their heads. 
They called me the evil one 
and you believed in this. 

But they did not know 
the true morbidness of mine. 
The very morbid and unwise thing 
is hidden inside my chest. 



And if the little birds knew 
how deeply my heart is hurt, 
They would weep with me 



in order to heal my pain. 



And if the nightingales knew 
how I am sickly sad, 
They would refresh me 
with merry song. 

And if golden little stars 
knew my woe, 
They would come from the height 
in order to comfort me. 

But They all do not know. 
Only the one knows my pain 
who tore completely 
my heart. 



When the lime tree bloomed and nightingale sang, 
when the sun laughed with friendly joy. 
You kissed me and embraced me, 
You put me to your pulsating breast. 

The leaves fell, the raven shrieked , 
The sun greeted surly scene 
as we said coldly to each other "Farewell" 
Because you exchange curtsy for a curtsy. 



Why are these roses so pale? 
Why, my love, why? 
Why are the blue violets 
so downcast among grasses? 

Why is it heard lamentable song 

of the lark in the air? 
Why do balsamic herb spread 
aroma of corpse everywhere? 

Why do the sun shines 
so cold and peevish? 
Why is the earth so black 
and morbid as a grave? 



So you completely forgot 
that I owned your heart so long, 
Your heart is so sweet, so bad and so tiny. 
It is full of perfect sweetness and falsehood. 



So you got love and forgot the sufferings 
that squeezed my heart. 
I do not know whether love is bigger than woe. 
I know only they are both great. 



Music of flute and violin 
and warble of trumpets are heard. 
The love of my heart is dancing 
in the wedding time. 

Timpani and shawms 

ring and throb 
when little good angels 
moan and sob. 



The lotus flower is afraid 

of splendid sun 
and with drooped head 
is waiting for the night. 

The moon is her lover 
who wakes her by his light 



and before him she unveils 
her devout flowery face. 

She blooms and glows and shines 
and stares quietly in the heights. 
She spreads aroma and cries and trembles 
in the presence of love and lovely woes. 



On the wings of Song 
I'll carry you, my love 
to the fields of the Ganges, 
to the most beautiful place. 

There is a red-flowering garden 
where in the quietude of moon 
lotus flowers wait for 
their gentle sister. 

The smiling violets 

watch the stars 
and secretly whisper 
fairy-tales in the ears 
of roses. 

Here devout wise gazelle 
harkens something 



and holy stream of water 
murmurs in the distance 

Here we can lie down 
under the Palm-tree 
in order to drink lovely peace, 
and dream our blessed dreams. 



There are motionless 
stars in the heights 
that shine in the painful love 
for thousands years. 

They speak language 
of riches and beauty 
that no philologist 
can understand. 

But I learnt their talk 
and I will never forget it. 
The face of my sweetheart 
was a handbook for me. 

I want to immerse my soul 
In the calyx of the lily. 



The lily will exhale melodiously 
A song of my beloved. 



The song will tremble and quiver 
like kiss of her mouth 
that she gave me 
in a wonderful sweet hour. 



Touch my cheek with your cheek. 
May our tears flow together! 
Press your heart to my heart. 
May they beat together in the flame. 



When the streams of our tears 

flow in this big flame, 
when you sink in my embraces, 
I am burning in the lovely passion! 



Your face is so sweet and nice 
I have recently seen in my dream. 
It is so gentle and angelic 
and pale as painful paleness. 



And only your lips are red 
thought they kiss skinny death 
But the heavenly light will break out 
from your saintly eyes. 

When I look in your eyes 
all my painful woe vanishes. 
When I kiss your lips 
I become vigorous and healthy. 

When I lay on your chest, 
heavenly bliss visits me. 
But when you say: "I love you"! 
I weep bitterly. 



Roses, lilies, doves and the sun 
I enjoyed in the bliss of love. 
But now I love only 
the tiny, the fine, the pure, the united. 
They are all passions 
of roses, lilies, doves and the sun. 



A lot of blooming flowers 
were sprouted from my tears 



and my sighs became 
choirs of nightingales 

And if you love me, darling, 
accept from me gift of flowers 

and may song of nightingale 
be heard behind your window. 



In the beautiful month of May, 
When all the buds were sprung, 
My heart began 
to bloom in love. 

In the beautiful month of May, 
When all the birds were singing, 
I revealed to my sweetheart 
my longings and desires. 

In the very darkness of my life 
Sweet vision once beamed. 
Now the vision passed away 
and I became enveloped by night. 

When the children are in darkness 
and worry settles in their mind. 
They sing a loud song 
in order to banish fear. 



I am a big kid, now I sing 
in the darkness. 
Sorrowful song 
delivers me from fear. 



I walked among the trees 

with my lonely grief. 
There old dreams came 
and crept inside my heart. 

Birds of the airy heights, 
who has taught you this song. 
Be still! When My heart hears you 
it overflows with pain. 

There was a girl who 
sang it all the time. 
We caught with her 
birds, nice golden songs. 

You should not sing to me, 
you wonderful smart birds. 
You want to steal my grief. 
But nobody will make me glad. 



In the dawn I get up and question: 
"Will my fairy darling come today?" 
In the evening I am downcast with grief 
because she is not with me. 

In the night in my sorrow 
I lie sleepless and wakeful 
in the dreamy slumber 
of my daily walk. 



In the nocturnal dream I saw myself 
in the black gala clothes and waistcoat. 
There were festive cuffs on the hands. 
And before me my sweet darling stood. 



I bent and said, "Are you the bride? 
Good luck! Congratulations, my dear!" 
My throat was clenched 
by some hard posh sound. 

And bitter tears gushed suddenly 
from the sweetheart's eyes and 



the lovely vision was deliquesced 
in the waves of tears. 

O sweet eyes, pious stars of love, 
Even though you often lied to me in time of waking, 
But in the dream I still believe and trust you. 



Once I dreamed about wild lovely glow, 
about pretty curls, myrtle, and mignonette, 

about sweet lips and bitter talk, 
about gloomy songs of gloomy melodies, 

My dreams are faded and gone long ago. 
My favorite dreamy vision has passed away too. 
Only wild glow is remaining with me 
that I poured into the soft rhymes. 

You stayed, orphaned songlNow fly away 
in the search of the dreamy vision that left me. 
And say hello to me when you will find it. 
To the airy shade I send airy puff. 



I stand on the mountain top 
in the sentimental thoughts. 
"If I was a little bird" 



I sigh for a thousand times. 



If I was a swallow 
I would fly to you my child 
in order to make the nest 
behind your window. 

If I was a nightingale 
I would fly to you my child 
in order to sing to you 
under the lime-tree. 

I I was a bullfinch 
I would fly directly to your heart. 
You are the carer of bullfinches 
and healer of their pains. 



I cried in my dream. 
I dreamt you were in the grave. 
I woke up and the tears 
flowed down my cheeks. 

I cried in my dream. 
I dreamt you left me. 
I woke up and cried 
bitterly for a long time. 



I cried in my dream. 
I dreamt you were alright. 
I woke up and the tears 
streamed down my face again. 



